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The HoxovuraBLe Mrs. LANE. 


Mapa, 


cannot be mention'd : and again, it is impoſſible to 


> conceive that Idea, without thinking of you. You, ; 
* have been long and juſtly admired, as s well 


on Account 1 your fine Taſte, for one of the moſt 


Delightful of the Sciences, as for your generous Pa- 
tronage of ſuch as excel in it. The firſt may be 
eſteem'd a Proof of an exalted Genius but the laſt is 
an Indication of a noble Mind. Since to be grateful 
to thoſe who have, i in any Degree, contributed to our 
Pleaſure or Happineſs is a moſt eſſential Part of hu- 


man Virtue. From this Motive, the Phew, now pre- 


- 8B ST ſented 


To. Apology « can be neceſſary for addreſling to 


you a Poem to the Memory of a celebrated | 


een Without the Idea of Harmony, your Name 


8 DEDICATION. 


ſented to you, Madam, was firſt written. The Author 


thought himſelf obliged to ſhew every Inſtance of Gra- 
titude to the Memory of Mr. HANDEL, in conſider- 


ation of that Pleaſure he had ſo often received from his 
Compoſitions. With what Propriety therefore this Poem 
is offered to you, no one, acquainted with your Charac- 
ter, will Diſpute. | 
Wir n Reſpect to the or con as the Subject 
is meerly perſonal, and as it is only added by way of 


Ballaſt, let it be conſidered i in that Light. 


1 me, Madam, to add, that am, 
With all poſſible REO 


Your moſt obedient, 


and . humble dos, 


Hackthorne, Lincolnſhire, 


Feb, 18. 1760. 


Jon LAN HORN R. 
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en N DE I. 


APIRITS of Mute, and ye Fomen of was o 
8 That wak d to painful Melody the Lyre 
or young JeSSIDEs, when, on GIT BOA“s Mount, 
He wept o er bleeding Friendſhip ye that moutn'd, 
While Freedom drocping o'er EvenzaTes Stream, 
Her penſive Harp on the pale Oſier hung, 
Begin once more the Sorrow-ſoothing Lay. 
Ah! where ſhall now the Muſe f Numbers find ? 
What 


Of ſilver- winding Muſic ſweeter play'd, 


779 


What Accents Jus to greet thy tuncful Shade ? 
Sweet Harmoniſt ! "Twas thine, the tender Fall 


Of Pity's platntive Lay; for thee the Stream 


And purer flow'd for Thee, al Gilent now 


+ Thoſe Airs that, breathing oer the Breaſt of Tuamzs, 


Led amorous Ecno down the long, long Vale, 


Delighted ; ſtudious "03 thy ſweeter Strain 


To melodize her own ; when the fad Hour 

She mourns in Anguiſh o'er the golden Breaſt 

Of young de. From hes Amber Urns, 

+ Partipg their green Locks fireaming is the Sun, 


The Narars roſe and ſmu'd : : Nor ſince the 1 b 


When firſt by Mui, and by Freedom led 


From Grecian Actbats ; nor ſince the Day, 


+ The Water-Muſic, 
t Boranteſq; Comas a Fronte removit ad Aures. Ovid Met. 


When 


As . 5 
| When laſt from ARNO' s weeping Fount N e . 
To ſmooth the Ringlets of SABRINA' 8 Hair, ” . | 
Heard They like Minteel— Fountains. and Shades 5 : 5 | i 0 
Of TwiTt' NAM, and of WIxpson fam d in Song 

Ye Mounts of CL.ERMONT, and ye Bowers of HAM ! 

T hat heard the fine —_— vibrate thro Tour: Groves, : 

ah 5 where were then your n Muſes fled, a 5 | 
When Hanpzz, breath'd no more H and Thou, ſweet Queen 

That nightly wrape thy | M1z.Tow's hallow'd Ea WD ; 
In the ſoft Ecſtaſies of LyDIAN Air aan on. = 4 > 1 
be And fince attun'd to Havper's high-vyound aol | 


T he Lay by Thee ſuggeſted ; | could 1 not Thou 


11 11 fit: 


Soothe with thy Geet Song . grim t ram Breaſt ? 
Ah! no: from Thee too, ber the helpleſs Sigh, 


F 
MIO 1 * LENSES 


Thy fair Eyes floating | in A mournful. Tear, 


14 NI 1 10 31! 


When Mir 0 died, and Hanover breath'd no more. i 


* LAllegro and II OE, Fg ſet to Maſe by n 
| See MiLToON's Lycidas, 


Ml 


1 10 EL 
| Cop-nvanteD Death his wanly-glaring Eye 


Nor virtue s Smile attracts, nor Fame' 8 loud Trump 


Can pierce his Iron Ear, for ever barr'd | 


To gentle Sounds : the golden voice of Song, 


That charms the gloomy Partner of his Birth, 


That ſoothes Deſpair and Pain, He hears no more, 


Than rude Winds, bluſt ring from the CAM RBRIAN Cliff, : 
The Traveller's . feeble Lay. To court fair Fame, 


To toil with flow Steps up the Star-crown'd Hill, 


| Where Science, leaning on her ſculptur'd Urn, 


Looks conſcious on the 1 Hand 
Of Nature on the Wings of Genius borne, 
To ſoar hook the beaten Walks of Lids 


* like the Paintings of an Evening Cloud, 


Th' Amuſement of an — N ight, gloomy N ight 
Spreads kde black Wiogs, and all the Viſion dies 


Exs 


A 


ERE long, the Heart, that heaves this Sigh to Thee, 


Shall beat no more I ere long, on this fond Lay 


Which mourns. at Haxpxr's Tomb, infulting Time 


Shall ſtrew his cankering Ruſt, Thy Strain, perchanee, 


Thy ſacred Strain ſhall the hoar Warrior ſpare; 5 
For Sounds like thine, at Nature 8 early Birth, 

ö Arousd Him e on che dead Profound 

Of duſky Chaos; by the n Harps 

Of choral Angels ſummon d to his Race: 

And Sounds like thine, win Nature is no more, 5 
Shall call him weary fram the lengthen? d Toils 

Of twice Ten Thouſand Sek 0 would his Hand. 


Yet ſpare ſome Portion of this vital Flame, 
The trembling Mule that now faint Effort makes 
On young and artleſs Wing, ſhould bear thy Praiſe 


Sublime, above the mortal Bounds of Earth, 


With 


— 


[ 12 1 
With \ heayoaly Fires relume her feeble Ray, 


And learn of Seraphs how, to ſing of Thee. 


— 


I FEEL, I feel the ſacred Impulſe —— hark ! 


Wak'd from according Lyres the ſweet Strains * 5 


In Sympipay - divine; from Air to Air 


The nembig Numbers fly: ſwift burſts away 
The Flow of Joy ; now firells the Flight | of Praiſe. 
Springs the ſhrill Trump aloft ; the ee Chords | 


Melodious labour thro the wing Nase; 
And the deep Baſe his ſtrong Sounds rolls _ 


fl 4 | 


Majeſtically Ta IN, Han, raiſe, 


| Yet wake to higher Strains thy fared Lyres: 


The Name of Ages, the Supreme of Things, 


| The great Muss! an aſks it ; He whoſe Hand 


Led into Form yon everlaſting Orbe, 


#2 


1. 
The Harmony of Nature— He whoſe Hand 


Stretch d o'er the wilds of Space this beaüte cut Ball, 


Whoſe Spirit breathes thro' all his ſmiling Works 


= yet HANDEL raiſe the Strain. 


Muſic and Love : 
Hark! whe angelic Sounds, what Voice divine 
Breathes thro' the raviſht Air ! my * Ear feels | 
The Harmony of | es Hail ſacred Choir ! 
Immortal Spirits, hail 1 If haply thoſe 

That erſt in favour'd PAreSTINE proclaim'd 
Glory and Peace : her Angel-haunted Groves, 

Ler piny Mountains, and her golden V ales 


Re-echo'd Peace- But, Oh! ſuſpend the Strain— 
The ſwelling Joy s too much for mortal Bounds | 


'Tis ns Sake even to o Pan. Oh, lead me then, 
Convey me to the ſad, the mournful * 


Where trembling Nature ſaw her Go expire. 


D 


Flow 


1 14 1 
26 low, ſtupid Tears! and veil the conſcious Eye 


That yet preſumes to gaze- 
Flow, ſtupid Tears! in vain— ye too confeſs | 


That He alone unequal'd Sorrow bore. 


foal 1 what pleaſing Sounds invite mine Ear, 


So venerably ſweet ? "Tis S1on's Lute, 


Behold her + Hero! from his valiant Brow 


Looks Jupan's Lyon, on his Thigh the vated 
Of yanquiſh'd APoLLONIUS— The ſhrill Trump 


Thro' BETHORON proclaims ty approaching Fight, | 


1 ſee the brave Youth lead his little Band, 


With Toil and Hunger faint yet 9 his Arm 5 


The rapid Syrian flies. Thus Har once, 


The Britiſh Hex, with his way- worn Troop, 


Subdued the Pride of France— now louder Blows 


+ Judas Maccabeus, 


"The. 


HK 

The martial Clangor, 10 Nricavox- Hoſt! 

With threat ning Turrets crown'd, flowly advance . 
The ponderous Elephants — 

The blazing Sun, Cons many a en Shield 
Reflected, gleams afar. | Judean Chief! | 


How ſhall thy Finn, thy litle Force ſuſtain. 
The dreadful Shock! 


The Hero comes.— 'Tis boundleſs Mirth and Song 
And Dance and Triomph, every Jabouring owing, 
And Voice, and breathing Shell in Concert ſtrain 

To ſwell the Raptures of tumultuous Jo. 

O Maſter of the Paſſions and the Soul, 


Seraphic HANDEL 1 how ſhall Words deſcride 


Thy Muſic's countleſs Graces, nameleſs Powers! 


Wurx + He of Gaza, blind, and ſunk in Chains, 


* Chorus of Youths, in. Judas Maccabeus, 
+ See the Oratorio of Samſon. 


E „ 
On female Feabbery looks greatly down, 
How the breaſt burns boat! in thy kran, 
When ſweet-voic'd Piety reſigns to Heaven, 
Clows not each Boſom with the Flame of Virtue? 
O'en JeeTHA's votive Maid when the ſoft Lute Os, 
Sounds the flow 8 of Funeral Grief, 
What youthful Breaſt but melts with tender Pity ! 


What Parent bleeds not with a.Parents woe ! 


O, longer than this worthleſs Lay can live! 
While Fame and Muſic ſooth the human Ear * 
Be this thy Praiſe : to lead the poliſh'd Mind | 
To Virtue's nobleſt Heights; to light the Flame 

| Of Britiſh Freedom, rouſe the generous Thought, 
Refine the Paſſions, and exalt the Soul | 


To Love, to Heaven, to Harmony and Thee, 


AN 
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THE RIVER EDEN. 


5 FUL Evzx! Parent Stream, A | . | 
Yet ſhall the Maids of Mem' ry 45. 5 | 
When, led by Fancy's fairy Dream, 
My young Steps trac d thy winding Way ; 
How oft along thy mazy Shore, gs RL a etn 5 
Where ſlowly | wav'd the Willows hoar, _ 
In penſive Thought their Poet ftray'd 5 ; 
Or, dozing near thy meadow'd tide, 


Beheld thy dimply Waters glide, 
Bright thro' the trembling Shade. 


F 20 5 
Yet ſhall bby paint thoſe Scenes again, 


Where once with Infant-Joy He play'd, 
And bending o'er Wy liquid Plain, 


The azure Worlds below ſurvey 'd: 
Led by the roſy-handed Houns, 


5 When Time up o'er that Bank of Flowers, 


Which in thy chryſtal Boſom mil d: 
Tho' old the God, yet light nd pay, 
He flung his Glaſs, his Scythe away, 
| And ſeem'd himſelf, a Child. 
The Poplar tall, that waving near 

Would whiſper to thy murmurs us ; 


Yet ruſtling ſeems to ſoothe mine Year, 8 


And trembles when I ſigh Ah Tt. 


Yet 


N — — 
: - oY 211 
cet ſeated on thy thelving On; ES. 3 
Can FANCY ſee the Naiads trim | - 


- Zet 205 Wh; 'y * I Ile 39 ch 1} b 46-11 i 
| Burniſh their green Locks in the Sun ; ; 


Or at the laſt lone Four of Day, 


Seu * 1 2 nnen 
' J 1 1 * * 11 2 


Ts | chaſe the lightly glancing Jay, 


WIe yorFato © 2851 3 8101 7 10 185 
In airy Circles nn,, . 
But, FAncy, can muy m mimic : Power 1 25 
e WI Woh 0371 
Again thoſe happy Moments bring? 5 
Can'ſt thou reſtore that golden Hour, ET 


When muy Joy way'd his Jaughing Wing? 
When firſt in EpEx's roſy Vale, 
My full Heart pour'd the Lover s Tale, 

The vow ſincere, devoid of Guile! 
While DELTA in her panting, Breaſt 


With Sgt, the Wiler Thought rpg, 
And look'd as Angels ſmile, 


* oO God. 


L221 


o Goddeſs of the chriſtal Brow, F 


* 
1 13 2 343 f k 


* 7 


7 
5 41 


That dwellſt ms golden Meads among ; 


3013 Tit t 90 44 9919 4 


Whoſe Streams ill fair in niczpory flow, 


Whoſe murmurs melodize m | my So. 1 
Oh ! yet thoſe gleams of Joy diſplay, 
Which en glow'd in Fancy $ . 
When, near thy lucid Urn reli d. 


The Dryad, Nature, bar'd her Bret, 


And left, in naked Charms impreſt, 


Her Image on my mind. 


In vain— the Maids.of Memory fair 


No more in golden Viſions play; 5 


No Friendſhip ſmoothes che Brow of Care, 


No DxLIA's Smile approves my Lay. 


S *# # 


* 
11 


«| 


1 
14 


[ 23 1 
Yet, 105 and Friendſhip loſt to me, 
'Tis yet ſome Joy to think of Thee, | 
And in thy Breaſt this Moral find ; 
That Life, tho ſtain'd with Sorrow' 8 Showers, | 
Shall flow ſerene, while VIRTUE pours 


Her Sunſhine on the Mind. 
fl 4 20 
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